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POP. 1. 


O BLESS my poor heart, when I think on a Atng, 
How tar a poor Snob is from ſuch a fine thing ! 
With wonder I ſtare, when for cert>in | hear, 
Lhe ſtation requires a ROUND MILLION A YEAR, 


How happy am], that it is not my Fate, NT 
To be cruſh'd with the weight and the care of a ſtate ! 
Nor could 1 a Million require with a Grace, 

Till with the Braſs Pan 1 had well rubb'd my face. 


I am ſure that the King has enough for to do, 
To take care of himſelf, and to take care of us too ; 
With Wiſdom and Care how his Brains he muſt rack, - 
Ah! the Skull myſt be thick, or I'm ſure it would crack. 


Tis an excellent Plan—KINGS, COMMONS, and LORDS, 
And many an excellent Place it affords; | 
Should Matters the Lqrds and the Commors o'erwhelm, 
We've a SOLOMON then to take hold of the Helm, 


Parading abroad—how the multitudes gape, 
When at home all around him palaver and ſcrabe; 
We robe him, we feed him ; before him we fall 
And what is it for ?—I ſay nothing at all, 


To fave a fem Millions, who would be ſo ſtrange, 
A Monarchy for a REPUBLIC to change? 
ACONOMY ſhines in Reevusi.ics, I know, 


But Monarchy niakes us a galantee Show. No. 


Supporting of Kings, and their prodigal Race, 
Republicans lay, is a f ick-pocket caſe ; | 
In ruling a People they ſay they don't want 'em 
That all their Parade is ng inore than a Phantom. 


Come HONEST REPUBLICAN, tell me downright, 
Are you ſure we are wrong, and clear you are right, — 
When. with plenty of Gold we've adorn'd the King's ſtation, 
Do you count him no more than a DOLL of the Nation ? 


We can do without him, no doubt we can have, 
And more than a Million a year we might ſave ; 
But what's that among us—ne'er mind it I ſay, 
When he goes to the Houſe we Gall have an huzza! 


If I were a King, and had too the Gold, 


Id honeſtly ſay, my dear Boys, ve AnE roor'p : 


] ſhall go to my Stall, to be uſeful I chooſe, 


And their I can knobble and cobble your Shoes. 


TWENTY MILLIONS a Year we draw in I ſuppoſe; 
But 'tis not a 2 7 Cobler can tell where it goes! 
Our long-headed Stateſmen can tell where it rolls, 


4 am here with my awl to tranſlate their bad Soles, 


_ Theſe Fallals they tell us, as grave as a Parrot, 
To be ſure, Sir, they bluſh, —brut tis cnly witñ Claret. 


At the horrible things the High Stateſmen declare; 


Proſperity, Peace, and an Immortal Name. 


Now I leave State Affaira tho' much might be fad. 
To thoſe Mighty deep ones who let out the head. : 
Fl! whiſtle and ſing, tho' their Wiſdom may tax ; | 
My Laſt, and my Awl, and my Ends, and my Wax. 5 
CRISPIN. | 
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POP 12. 


The National Caſh I will venture to fy, | 
By State ſmen and Kmgs has been ſqu-nder'd away; _ 
But our King, without doubt, with PirT and Dunpas, 
As long as they rule, will take cate of the Bras : 


The cowardly Stateſmen of Louis their King, 
Diſpers'd and left him for fear they ſhould ſwing ; 
But if the ReyuBLican Boys ſhould come hither, 


I hope our GOOD ST ATEMENWILL HANG ALL TOGETHER ! 


Tho' a Cobler, I'm not to be ſcar'd, you ſhall know, 
Like a child at a Pit, or ſome great Buggaboo; 
The World uplide down is not yet come to pals, 
To be bridl d and whipt up by any Jack-Aſs. 


have nothing to give to Reeves' contribfition, 
No Firelock or Pike to alurm Conſtitution ; | 
But HE that would preſs down the Poor till they groan, 
I'd beat un like Leather upon iny Lapſtone, 


Againſt the Republic of France, many Knaves | 
Are combin'd, and the Deseors have led out their Slaves; 
Great Belzebub joins them to fight for the Pope, 

For all are afraid they have had out their ſcope, 


Yon ſee the Fine Lads are all got in a pet; 
The Republican Potion it gives them a {weat; 
So Puſley at laſt is come out of the Bag, 

And Monarchy's only a National Hag! 


We ought to believe when the Biſhops advance, 
No Honour, no Rule, no Religion's in France ; 


The Gabies among us moſt terribly tare, - © en 


The Monſtrous Relations (as true as Tom Thumb) 
They gobble aud ſwallow as clean as a Plumb, | 


Our fam'd Conſtitution cry out the rare Fellows: | 
What wonderful news theſe Philoſophers tell us! - | 
The Republic of France too, I with mighty Fame, | 
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